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-DEVOTION'' 

( A fter Schumann ) 

Thou art my being, thou my heart, 
My passion thou, my joy thou art; 
Thou art the shrine ivhere truth adores, 
My heaven thou, where true love soars, 
Thou art the tomb whose depths enclose, 
Till endless time, my store of woes; 
Thou art my rest, thou art my peace, 



\A photographic conception by Lejaren A. Hiller] 

My happiness without surcease; 
Thou smile my senses all allure. 
Thy love is pure as thou art pure. 
Thou art the source of all delights. 
Thou art the valleys, thou the heights; 
Thou art enhallowed, and possessed: 
Thy radiance holds my soul in thrall — 
My guiding star, my all in all! 




"THE MORNING WIND'' 

The morning ivind is wooing me, 

Her lips have swept my brow. 
Was ever dawn so siveet before. 

The land so fair as now? 
The wanderlust is luring 

To ivherever roads may lead. 
While yet the dew is on the hedge; 

So how can I but heed? 



[A photographic conception by Lejaren A. Hiller} 

The forest whispers through its shade 

Of haunts where we have been; 
And where may friends be better made 

Than under God's green inn? ■ ' 

Your mouth is warm and laughing, 

And your voice is calling low. 
While yet the dew is on the hedge; 

So how can I but go? 



A Genius in Art Photography 

By AGNES RICHARDS 

[All rights reserved by the Brothers of the Book.] 



FROM out the land of night and a book 
of dream-fancies comes the collection 
of signed proofs of works by Lejaren 
A. Hiller, recently on exhibition at a local 
gallery. This collection of twenty-five 
prints from original photographs comprises 
the illustrations for "Bypaths in Arcady," 
a book of love songs by Kendall Banning, 
which has been brought out in beautiful 
form by the Brothers of the Book. 

The poet has modestly disclaimed the 
major role in this volume which he gener- 
ouslv accords to the illustrator. Indeed, 



Air. Banning seems to feel greater satisfac- 
tion in the thought of having been the 
means of bringing before the public these 
absolutely unique works of art, achieved by 
the camera, than he feels in presenting his 
verses. This is the generous attitude of a 
man whose works are already well known 
and much admired toward an artist whom 
he feels to be a discovery. 

The publication of "Bypaths in Arcady" 
has brought Lejaren A. Hiller out of the 
world of artists, in which he has been well 
known for years, into the larger world of 
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'WANDERLURE" 



[A photographic conception by Lejaren A. Hiller] 



The robin's on the wing again; I hear the call of 
spring again. 
And fain am I to follow, lass, it calls me not in 
vain ; 
Yea, I ivould join the chorus, lo. the highway is 
before us — 
But what if she, -my first beloved, should call to 
me again? 

The wander hire is part o' me, and love is in the 
heart o' me. 
And J ivould tread the road with you that leads 
beyond the door: 



I hear the cru o' laughter, and my feet would 
follow after — 
But what if she. my first beloved, should call to 
me once more. 

Yea. I will follow you, my lass, around the world 
and through, my lass, 
To seek the peace o' summer moons that broods 
beside the sea. 
We'll leave the past behind us that the joy o' life 
may find us — 
But what if she. my first beloved, should call 
again to me? 
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-ONCE ON A RADIANT MORNING" 

[ A photographic conception by Lejaren A. Hilier] 

Once on a radiant morning, 

All on a summer's day. 
My best beloved set foi\ii with me 

Along the heart's highway: 
The land was filled with sunshine, 

Because I loved her so. 
And all the world was good and fair — 

But that was long ago. 

Noiu I am old and weary; 

Mine eyes with tears are blind. 
As. near the journey's end, I turn 

Once more to look behind — 
Back to a radiant morning, 

Back to a summer's day, 
To her who once set forth ivith me, 

But came not all the way. 

art lovers, who are amazed that photogra- 
phy, so long despised as purely mechanical, 
should prove at last, in master hands, a 
medium for true artistic expression. The 
creator of these pictures, though he pro- 
duces his effects with a camera, is yet an 
artist, not alone a photographer. The 
camera does not dominate the man, for he 
has endowed it with ideals and imagination, 
induced it to see with the eyes of his own 
soul, instead of with the uncompromising 
lens. He uses a camera as another man 
might use a brush, and in his hand it is 
scarcelv more mechanical. 

To accomplish this Mr. Hilier must of 



course limit the camera's view, permit it to 
see and record only what he wishes. Thus 
only can he secure the element of composi- 
tion which is such a vital feature of his 
work, and the lack of which has been so 
fatal to many other attempts at art photog- 
raphy. This he effects by controlling his 
light, for which reason, and because he finds 
it more congenial to his natural tastes and 
habits, he works at night. 

There is the night quality about his work, 
too, which distinguishes so much of the best 
artistic effort in literary lines, the feeling of 
soul isolation and the unreality of every- 
thing save dreams. Has ever the witchery 
of the night-born thought been more en- 
chantingly presented than in these beautiful, 
sensuous studies, with the fl a s h of lithe 
limbs against the rich velvety blackness of 
nocturnal shadows ! In many of these pic- 
tures it has been necessary to use two or 
more flash lights set off at different points 
to secure the desired contrasts. 

Flashlight indeed is an art and a science 
in the hands of this unusual eenius, who 




'NOON" 

[A photographic conception by Lejaren A. 



Hilier] 
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'CON AMORE" 

[A photographic pose by Lejaren A. Hiller] 
As her fervid wooer's hands folded and caressed 
Her he loved, and closed the reeds quivering to his . 

breast 
As he drew the tender tubes to his lip. and sighed — 
Lo! a plaintive melody to his grief replied! 



And the heart of Pan was soothed with the music's 

charms, 
So he broke the hollow reeds nestling in his arms: 
To a pipe he fashioned them, sighed his love again — 
When there sang from every stem the loves of 

maids and men! 



has made a study of its composition and ap- 
plication which enables him to control and 
balance light and shade most effectively. 
The instantaneous character of this process 
lends to these studies a vibrant activity 
which only a master hand can achieve in 
painting. There is nothing of the posed, the 
strained, the "one moment please," about 
these photographs. They are as spontane- 
ous as a bubble or a flash of lightning, re- 
cording movements and poses so fleeting 
that thev seem full of movement and life. 

It is indeed almost a sacrilege to refer to 
these studies as photographs, for while they 
are the product of the camera they are so 
little photographic, as we have come to 



know the term. This is to be accounted for 
by the fact that Mr. Hiller was and is an 
artist, first and last. Some twelve years ago 
he studied at the Chicago Art Institute, and 
he took up photography in the beginning- 
only as an assistance to his work as an il- 
lustrator. With his o w n hands he fash- 
ioned his first camera at a time when am- 
bition was higher than funds. His first 
prints were designed as studies of pose, ex- 
pression and anatomy to be used in working 
out the problems of the illustrator. 

These soon grew to be in such demand 
among fellow artists that photography be- 
came his chief occupation. Probably no one 
has photographed so many models in so 



A GENIUS IN ART PHOTOGRAPHY 



109 



many poses, and surely the work of no other 
fellow craftsman is so well known and so 
much admired among the fraternity of the 
pencil and brush. 

Mr. Hiller's method of taking pictures 
somewhat resembles that of the producer of 
plays. After selecting his model, he chooses 
the thought or sentiment most appropriate 
for expression through the means of the 
model's personality. With costumes and 
detail arranged, he directs a slowly moving- 
picture until the attitude and expression of 
inspiration is touched, then the pose is mo- 
mentarily held for the flashlight. This, as 
has been before observed, imparts spon- 
taneity to his picture. The dramatic qual- 
ity reflected in pose and facial expression is 
achieved through the sympathy and under- 
standing of the man who studies his models 
for their best interpretative possibilities and 
casts them in roles harmonious to their 
temperaments. 

Mr. Hiller is a perfect type of the true 
Bohemian, in the best sense of the word, 
famed for native eccentricities, which re- 
quire neither pose nor cultivation to accen- 
tuate their charm ; and for unreckoning 
generosity and unrecorded charity. The 
descendant of an old Connecticut family, he 
seems to be a reversion from the asceticism 
of New England to the untrammeled un- 
conventionally of the Latin, substituting 
innate spontaneous kindliness toward all, 
for the stern Puritan sense of duty. 

The man is seen in his work, the man who 
has wandered far over the earth and who 
has seen many strange places and strange 
people ; the man who finds art goo d for 
beauty's sake, and beauty good for its own 
sake. That many of these studies are sens- 
uous no one can deny, but their unreality 
renders this sensuousness alluringly deli- 
cate, with never a suggestion of the gross. 
Their wild grace has indeed its appeal to 
the primitive, but this is true of almost any 
vital work of art. Art, like dueling, is a 
farce unless it draws a drop or two of real 
red blood. 




"VALE" 

[A photographic conception by Lejaren A. Hiller] 



Reproduced herewith are several of these 
strangely eloquent studies of grace and life, 
together with the verses which they illus- 
trate. Most of them are themes of youth 
and love presented with a poetic abandon 
appropriate to the theme. "Con Amore" is 
from a series, 'The Pipes o' Pan," and pre- 
sents the throbbing moment before the 
nymph Syrinx turned into a cluster of reeds 
in the arms of the ardent Pan. 

"Ah Pierrot" is a blossom from "The 
Garden of Punchinello," another song series 
of "Bypaths in Arcady," while "The Morn- 
ing Wind" and "Noon" are from "The Sun 
Dial," a sequence of verses which have been 
set to music as a song cycle. 

Among the more beautiful of the poems, 
if indeed not of the illustrations, is that 
entitled "Wanderlure," a lyric which almost 
sings itself, with a haunting refrain recur- 
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"BEYOND" 



[A photographic conception by Lejaren A. Hiller] 



When all my little worldly tasks are done 

And life is through 
Shall I. my love, lie down in sleep at last 

To dream with you ? 



Or shall I find, when you and I shall rest. 

In peace supreme. 
That death is life, but of a larger plan, 

And life the dream? 



ring like the memory of a lifetime love. 
"Beyond" is another beautiful lyric which 
reflects the same sentiment, and "Once on 
a Radiant Morning," both by verse and il- 
lustration strikes a contrasting note of deep 
spirituality in this alluring symphony of 
love. 

Air. Banning's verses are gems of pure 
sentiment, with a pervading spiritual qual- 
ity. Indeed, if there could be any criticism 
of this book, it would be that the illustra- 
tions are of the bodv of love and the songs 



are of its undying soul. The pictures sug- 
gest the fleeting intensity of a love that 
lives but a day, while the poems are heart 
incense to the love that lives forever and a 
day. 

Perhaps, however, we wrong love — who 
judges various manifestations so variously. 
It may be that through every life, even that 
which seems one long summer day of light 
loves, there still runs some deep undying 
theme of which each amorous incident is 
onlv an outward reflection. 



